A Mi dfommer nights Dreame. 

Abate thy hourcs,fhine comforts from the eaft, 

That I may backe to Athens by day-light. 

From chefe that my poore company deteft ; 

And fleepe that fometimes fhuts vp forrowes eie, 

Steale me a while from mine owne company* Sleeps, 
Rob. Yet but three i Come one more. 

Two of both kindes makes vp foure. 

Here (he comes,curft and fad, 

fop id is a knauifh lad, Enter Hermit. 

Thus to make poore females mad. 

Afcr.Neuer fo weary,ncuer fo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the dew, and tome with briars, 

I can no further cravvle,no further goe ; 

My legs can keepe no pace with my defires. 

Here will 1 reft me till thebreakcofday, 

Heauens fhield Lyfander, ihhcy meaneafray, 

Rob. On the ground fleepe found, 
lie apply your eye gentle louer,remedy. 

When thou wak’ft.thou tak’ft 

True delight in the fight of thy former Ladies eie. 

And the Country Prouerbe knowne. 

That eucry man fhould take his owne. 

In your waking (hall be fhowne. 
lack ? fhall haue //^nought (hall go ill, 

The man (hall haue his Mare agame,and all Fhall be well* 
Enter Queene of Fairies y and Clowne,and Fairies , and the 
King behinde them, 

Tita.Qovat fit thee downe vpon this flowry bed. 

While I thy amiable cheekes do coy. 

And fticke muske rofes in thy fleeke fmoothe head. 

And kifle thy faire. large eares, my gentle ioy. 

Qownel Where’s Peafe- bloffome ? 

Peaf. Ready. 

C/<mwe. Scratch my hcid } Peafe-blofbnte. Wher’s Moun- 
fieur Cobweb ? C#£.Ready. 


Clown, 


AMidfommers nights Dreame. 

C/o.Mounfieur Cobweb, good Mounficur get your wea- 
pons in your hand, and kill me aired hipt humble-bee on 
the top ofa thiftle ; and good Mounficur bring me the ho- 
nv bag. Doe not fret your felfe too much in the action, 
Mounfieur; and good Mounfieur haue a care the hony bag 
breake not, I would be loth to haue you ouerflowne with a 
hony-bag figniour.Wherc’s Mounfieur Cltuftardfeedl 

^/^Ready. 

Cfo.Giue me your neafe, Mounfieur Muftardfeed. 

Pray you leaue your courtefie,good Mounficur. 

Mutt: What’s your wil ? 

Qo. Nothing good Mounfieur, but to helpe Caualery 
Cobweb to fcratch. I muft to the Barbers Mounfieur, for 
me-thinkes I am maruailous hairy about the face. And I 
amfuchatenderaffe, ifmy haire do but tickle me, I muft 
fcratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou heare fome fome mufick, my fweet 
loue? 

Clowne I haue a reafonable good care in muficke. Let vs 
haue the tongs and the bones. 

Tita . Or fay fweete Loue,what thou defireft to eate. 

C/«v.Truely apeckeofprouender; I could mounch your 
good dry Oates. Me-thinkes 1 haue a great defire to a bot~ 
tie of hay : good nay, fweete hay hath no fellow. 

Tita. I haue a venturous Fairy, 

That fhall feeke the fquirrels hoard. 

And fetch thee new Nuts. 

food, had rather haue a handfull or twoof dried peafe. 
But I pray you let none of your people ftir me, I haue an ex~ 
pofition of fleepe come vpon me. 

Tyta.S\eepe. thou.andlwill winde thee in my armes. 
Fairies be gone, and be alwaies away. 

So doth the woodbine,the fweete Honifuckle, 

Gently entwift ; the female Iuy fo 
i Eurings thebarky fingers ofthe Elme. 
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